






w j*/. rvow by Saint Peters Church, wkPeLmn 
He (hall not make me there a joyfuil Bride °* 

Ere > hf‘rh “ that 1 muft wed 

j ** c be husband comes to wooe • 

S& L ° rd f n { F «ber, Madam, 

It (hallbLv y yCt l and when 1 doe > Tf weare 
iVrh ! 1 if %omeo > w hom you know I hate, 

Ra^er than . Thefe are newes indeed. 

a n ac ' k re f 0mes y° ur father » tell him fo your felfe 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands 

Horn now, a Condole Girle ? what flill in Mares'? 
EwmorerhMvring? In one little body ' 

W, t h«?a1,S„tQ«;X , ' W ' ththOT ’ 

Hnw ?d, S ffn take me m , ch 7°^ ta ke me with you wife 

(Unworthy as (he is) that we have wrought 

3 Ge , ndem , an t0 be her Bridegroome ? 

B C^How“ i CV f h f ° rhate that ’ S meanr in Iove - 

4a„K tnotp T* ; K ‘ iftris Binionfm ’ 

Mil me no thanking, , nor proud me no prouds, 


•' I*. 

















,1 OOIT! 


ef Romeo and Juliet 

Bat fettle your fine joints ’gainftThurfday next. 

To goe with Tarts to Saint Peters Church, 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

Jul. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hangthee young baggage, dilbbedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after Iooke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anlwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but thi s oriely childe, 

But now I fet this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

Nur. God in heaven blefle her, 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her lb.’ 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome ? bold your tongue, 
Good Prudence fmattcr with your gdfips,goe. 

Nttrfc. I fpeake no treafon. 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Nurfe. May not one fpeake ? 

. Fa. Peace you mumbling foole. 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goflips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 
mfe. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad : 

Day, night ,houre, tide, time, worke,play, 

Alone, in company, ftill my care hathbin 
To have her mate ht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offairedemeanes, youthfull and nobly alli’d, 

Stuft (asthey fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as onesthought would wifh a man > 

And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
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